


'SVLeafun^ for eafure. 


Ang. Then mud your brother die, 

Jfa. And’ewer the cheaper way: 

Better it were a brother didc at once. 

Then that a fitter, by redeeming him 
Should die for cucr. 

Ang. Were not you then as cruell as the Sentence, 
That you haue flander’d fo ? 

Jfa. Ignomie in ranfome, and free pardon 
Are of two houfes: lawfull mercie. 

Is nothing kin to fowle redemption. 

*Ang. You leenfdoflatetomaketheLawatirant, 
And rather prou'd the Aiding of your brother 
A merriment,then a vice. 

I fa. Oh pardon me my Lord, it oft fals out 
To haue, what we would haue. 

We fpeake not what vve meane; 

I fomething do cxcufe the thing I hate, 

For his aduantage that I dearelyloue. 
eAng. We are all fraile. 

Jfa. Elfe let my brother die, * 

If not a fedarie but onely he 
Owe, and fucceed thy weaknefle. 

Ang. Nay,wometrarc fraile too. 

/ft. I, as the glafles where they view chemfelucs, 
Which arc as eafic broke as they make formes; 
Women? Helpe heauen ; men their creation marre 
In profiting by them : Nay, call vs ten times fraile. 

For.we are loft, as our complexions are, 

And credulous to falfe prints. 

Ang. I thinke it well: . < 

And from this teftimoiiie ofyour owne fex 
(Since I fuppofe we are made to be nor ftrbngcr 
Then faults may (hake our frames)let-nae be-bold; 

I doarreft your words. Be that you are* ; 

That is a woman; ifyou be more*you*r none. 
Ifyoubeone(asyou are well expreft ; 

By all externall warrants,} fhew it now. 

By putting on the deftin’d Liuerie. . 

Jfa . 1 haue no tongue but one; gentle my I ord. 

Let me entreate you ipeakc the former language. 

Ang* Plainlie coriceiue Hour you, 

Jfa. My brother did lone Iuliet, 

And you tell me that he fhali die for’t. 

Ang, He (hall not lfabell lfyou giue me iouc.* 

Jfa. I know your vertue hath a licence in’c. 

Which feemes a little fouler then it is, 

To plucke on others. 

Ang . Belceue me on mine Honor, 

My words expreffe my pttrpofe. 

Jfa. Ha? Little honor, to be much beleeu'd, 

And moft: pernicious purpofe: Seeming,fceming. 

I will proclaime thee Angelo, looke for’t. 

Signc me a prefent pardon for my brother. 

Or with an ouc-ftretchc throate He tell the world aloud 
What man thou art. 

Ang . Who will beleeuc thee Jfabell ? 

My vnfoild name, th’aufteereneffe of my life, * 

My vouch againft you, and my place i’th State, 

Will fo your accufation ouer* weigh, 

That you fhali ftifle in your owne reporr,i 
And fmcli of calumnie. I haue begun, 

And now I giue my fewfuail race, the reine,' 

Fit thy confent to my fharpe appetite, 

Lay by all nicetie, and prolixious blufhes 

That banifh what they fue for : Redeeme thy brother, 

By yeelding vp thy bodie to my will, 


Or elite he muft not onelie die the death. 

But thy vnkjndncfle fhali his death draw out 
To lingring iufferance: Anfwer me to morrow 
Or by the affe&ion that now guides me moll, * 

Re proue a Tirant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can; my falfe, orc-weighs your true. £y 
/fa* To whom (hould I complaine ? Did I tell this * 
Who would belceue me ? O perilous mouthes } 
H hat beare in them, one and the felfefamc tongue 
Either of condemnation, or approofc, 

Bidding the Law make curtfic to their will, 

Hooking both right and wrong to th’appetite, .\v 
Tofollowasitdrawes. lie to my brother. 

Though he hath falne by prompturc of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him fuch a mindc of Honor, 

That had he twentie heads to tender downe 
Ontwentiebloodie blockcs,hee’ld yeeld tbemyp 
Before his fifter (hould her bodie ftoope . 

To fuch abhord pollution. 

T hen Jfabell liue chafte, and brother die; 

“More thenour Brother, is our Chaftitic. 
lie tefl him yet of Angelos requeft. 

And fit his minde to death, for his foules reft. g Xlt 

c lAcius Tertius, Scena 'Trima. 


Enter Duke , Claudio , and ‘Troticft. 

Du. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo) 

Cla. The miserable haue no other medicine 
But onely hope : fhauc hope to liue,andam prepar'd to 
die. 

Duke. Be abfolute for death: either death or life 
j Shall thereby be the fweeter. Reafon thus with life: 
i If I do loofc thee, I do loofc a thing 
; That none but foolcs would kcepc: a breath thou art, 
j Seruile to all the skyic-influences, 

That doft this habitation where thou kcepft 
j Hourely affli&: Meerely, thou art deaths foolc, 
j For him thou labourft by thy flight to fhun, 
f And yet runft toward him ftill. Thou art not noble, 
j For all th’accommodations that thou bcarft, 
i Are nurft by bafenefle : Thou’rt by no meanes valiant, 
For thou doft fcare the foft and tender forke 
Ofa poore worme: thy beft of reft is fleepe, 

And that thou oft prouoakft, yet groflelie fearft 
Thy death, which is nd more. Thou art not thy felfe, 
For thou exifts on manie a thoufand graines 
That iflue out of duft. Happie thou art not. 

For what thou haft not, ftill thou ftriu’ft to get, 

And what thou haft forgetft. Thou arc not certainc, 
For thy complexion (Lifts to ftrange effe&s. 

After the Moons: If thou art rich, thou’rt poore, 

For like an Afle, whofe backe with Ingots bowes; 
Thou bearft thy heauie riches butaiournie. 

And death vnloads thee; Friend haft thou none. 

For thine owne bowels which do call thee, fire 
T he mcerc effufion of thy proper loines 
Do curfe theGowt, Sapego, and theRheume 
For ending thee no fooner.Thou haft nor youth,nor age 
But as it were an after-dinners fleepe 
Dreaming on both, for all thy blcfled youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth begge the almes 
Of palficd-Eld: and when thou art old, and rich 

Thou 
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heate, affeftion, limbe, nor beaucie 

To make thy riches pleafanc: what $ yeun this 

That beares the pame of life ? Yet in this h e 

Lie hid moe thoufand deaths; yet death we fcare 

That makes thefc oddes, all euen. 

CU. I humblie thanke you. 

To fue to liue, I finde I feeke to die, 

And feeking death, finde life: Let it come on. 

Enter Jfabella. 

Whatboa? Peace heere; Grace.and good com- 
pan pra. Who's there i Come in, the wifhdeferucs a 

welcome. .. 

mke. Deere fir, ere long lie vifit you againe. 

Cla. Moftbolie Sir, I thanke you. 

/fa. My bufineflfe is a word or two with Claudio . 
fro. And veric welcom : looke Signior 3 herc s yowr 

fifter. n ... 

<J)nke. Prouoft,a word with you* 

fro . Asmanieasyoupleafe. f 

Duke. Bring th£m toheare me fpeak,wh?rel mayjbe 

conceal’d# ^ 

CU . Now fifter, what’s the comfort ? 

/fa. Why, 

As all comforts arc: moft good, moft good indeede. 

Lord Angelo hauing affaires to heauen 

Intends you for his fwift Ambalfador, 

Where you (hall be an eucrlafting Leiger; 

Therefore your beft appointment make with fpecd. 

To Morrow you fet on. 
flan. Is there no remedie ? 

/ft None;but fuch remediejas to faue a head 

To cleaue a heart in twaine: 

CUu. But is there anie? 

/fa. Yes brother, you may liue; 

There i* a diuellifh mercie in the Iudge, 
ifyouT implore it, that will free your life. 

But fetter you till death. 

Cla . Perpetualldurance? 

/fa. I iuft, perpetuall durance, a reftraint 

Through all the worlds vaftiditie you had 

To a determin’d lcope. 

CUu* Butin what nature? 

/fa. In fuch a one, as you confenting too’t, 

Would barke your honor from that trunke you beare, 
And lcaue you naked. 

CUu* Let me know the point. 

Jfa. Oh, I do feare thee Claudio , and I quake, 

Leaft thou a feauorous life (houldft entertaine. 

And fix or feue» winters more refpeft 

Then a perpetuall Honor. Dar’ft thou die i 

The fence of death is moft in apprehenfion. 

And the poore Beetle that we treade vpon 

Jn corporallfufferance, finds a pang as great. 

As whenaGiant dies. 

Cla . Why giue you me this fliamc ? 

Thinke you I can a rcfolution fetch 

From flovyrie tendejneffe ? If J muft die, 

I will encounter darkneffe as a bride. 

And hugged tin mine arm cs. 

. T/i.There fpake my brother •• there my fathers grauo 
Did vtter forth a voice. Ycs,thou muft die : 

Thou art too noble, toconferue a life . 

In bafe appliance^. This outward fainted Dcputie,; 
Whofp fetled vifage, and deliberate word 

Nips youth i’thhead, and follies doth emmew 

As Falcon doth the Fowle, is yet a diuell : 

His filth within being caft,he would appearc 
Apond,asdeepc as hell, 

Cla* Thcprcnzi c,Angelo} 

Ifa. Oh tis the cunning Liuerie of hell, 

Thedamneft bodie to inueft, and couer 

In prenzic gardes; doft thoa thinke Claudio > 

If I would yeeld him my virginitie 

Thou roight’ft be freed ? 

Cla. Oh heauens, it cannot be. 

Jfa. Yes,he would giu’tthee; from this rank offence 
So to offend him ftill. This night’s the time 

That I fhould do what I abhorre to name. 

Or elfe thou dieft to morrow. 

CUu. Thou (halt not do’c. 

Jfa. O, were it but my life, 

I’de throw it downe for your deliuerance 

Asfrankely as a pin. 

CUu* Thankesdeere IfabclL 

/ft. Be readie Claudio , foryour death to morrow. 

f lau* Yes. Has he affeeftions in him, 

That thus can make him bite the Law by th’nofe. 
When he would force it ? Sure it is no finne. 

Or of the deadly feuen it is the leaft. 

Jfa. Which is the leaft * 

Cla. If it were damnable, he being fo wife. 

Why would he for the momentarie trickc 

Be perdurablie fin’de ? Oh IfabcH. \ 

Jfa* What faies my brother? 

1 la . Death is a fearefull thing. 

Jfa. And fhamed life,a hatefulL 

CU* I, but to die, and go wc know not where. 

To lie in cold obftrudion^ and to rot. 

This fenfible warme motion, to become 

A kneaded clod ; And the delighted fpirit 

To bath in ficric floods, or to rccid c 

In thrilling Region of thicke-ribbed Icc, 

To be imprifon’d in the viewlelfe windes 

And biowne with reftleffe violence round about' 

The pendant world : or to be worfe then worijfc 

Ofthofe, that lawleffe and incertainc thought, 

Imagine howling, ’cis too horrible. 

The wearieft, and moft loathed worldly life 

That Age, Ache, periury, and imprifonment V 

Can lay on nature, is a Paradife 

To what we feare ofdeath. 

Ifa. Alas, alas. 

CU. Sweet Sifter, let me liue. 

What finne you do, to faue a brothers Jifc ? 

Nature difpenfes with the deedc fo farre. 

That it becomes a vertue. 

Jfa. Oh you bcaft. 

Oh faithlclfe Coward, oh difhoneft wretch. 

Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice ? 

Is’t not a kinde of Inceft, to take life 

From thine owne fitters (hame ? What fhould I thinke, 
Heauen fliicld my Mother plaid my Father fairs: 

For fuch a warped flip of wilderneffc 

Nerc iffu’d from his blood. Take my defiance, 

Die, perifti: Might but my bending downe 

Reprceuq thee from thy fate, it (hould proceeds® 
lie pray a thoufand praiers for thy death. 

No word to faue thee. 
f/a* Nay heare me JfabiB* 

Jfa. Oh fie, fie, fie; 

Thy firm s not accidental!, but a Trade 5 

Mercie 
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